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"And from Auguste Comte: 'The priests will
educate the youth, will exercise supervision over
literary works, and will reserve to themselves the
power of regulating procreation/ "

These quotations troubled P^cuchet. In the even-
ing, at dinner, he replied:

"I admit that there are absurdities in the works
of the inventors of Utopias; nevertheless they deserve
our sympathy. The hideousness of the world tor-
mented them, and, in order to make it beautiful, they
endured everything. Recall to mind More decapi-
tated, Campanella put seven times to the torture,
Buonarotti with a chain round his neck, Saint-Simon
dying of want; many others. They might have lived
in peace; but no! they marched on their way with
their heads towards the sky, like heroes/'

"Do you believe," said Bouvard, "that the world
will change, thanks to the theories of some particular
gentleman?"

"What does it matter?" said P^cuchet; "it is time
to cease stagnating in selfishness. Let us look out
for the best system."

"Then you expect to find it?"

"Certainly."

"You?"

And, in the fit of laughter with which Bouvard
was seized, his shoulders and stomach kept shaking
in harmony. Redder than the jams before them,
with his napkin under his armpits, he kept repeat-
ing, "Ha! ha! ha!" in an irritating fashion.

P^cuchet left the room, slamming the door after
him.

Germaine went all over the house to call him,
and he was found at the end of his own apartment